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Hervey Allen 



And the wind tells monodies among the pines, 

Playing upon their strings the ocean's songs: 

The ducks fly in long trailing lines; 

Geese honk and marsh-hens quank 

Among the tidal flats and rushes rank on rank. 

On island tufts the heron feeds its viscid young, 

And the quick mocker catches 

From lips of sons of slaves the eery snatches 

And trolls them as no lips have ever sung. 

Oh, it is good to be here in the spring, 

When water still stays solid in the North, 

When the first jasmine rings its golden bells, 

And the wild wistaria puts forth; 

But most because the sea then changes tone — 

Talking a whit less drear, 

It gossips in a smoother monotone, 

Whispering moon-scandal in the old earth's ear. 



MACABRE IN MACAWS 

After the hurricane of the late forties, 

Peter Polite says, in the live-oak trees 

Were weird macabre macaws, 

And ash-colored cockatoos blown overseas 

From Nassau and the West Indies. 

These hopped about like dead men's thoughts 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Amid the draggled Spanish moss, 

Preening themselves, all at a loss; 

Mewing faint caws, 

And shrieking with nostalgia — 

With dull screams like a child 

Born with neuralgia. 

And this seems true to me, 

Fitting the landscape's drab grotesquery. 



HAG-HOLLERIN TIME 

Black Julius peered out from the galley door; 

Behind Jim Island, lying long and dim, 

An infra owl-light tinged the twilight sky 

As if a bonfire burned for cherubim. 

Dark orange flames came leering through the pines; 

And then the moon's face, struggling with a sneeze, 

Along the flat horizon's level lines 

Her nostrils fingered with palmetto trees. 

Her platinum wand made water-wrinkles buckle. 
Old Julius gave appreciative chuckle — 
"It's jes about hag-hollerin' time," he said. 
I watched the globous buckeyes in his head 
Peer back along the bloody moon-wash dim 
To see the fish-tailed water-witches swim, 
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